/ 


<p 


Ex Umbra 


9 6 
»., Were coming ou 


Number 1 November 1980 


EX UMBRA 
THE MAGAZINE OF THE ARTS 


NORTH CAROLINA CENTRAL UNIVERSITY 


BOX 19678 


DURHAM, NORTH CAROLINA 27707 


Editor-in-chief 


Co-editor........ 
Poetry Editor..... 


Prose Editor 
Art Editor 


Director of Publicity 


Secretary 


«\e8 She sed te) fe 


Kim McClain - 
Clara Winborne 
Adrienne Moore 
Lesli Hill 
Sabrina McClain 
Darryl Hylton 
Irene Allen 
Brenda Baldwin 
Barbara Newsome 
~ Sheri L. Shuler 
Joyce Lasseter 
Cheryl Roberts 


4 BUAZ ASA OMe Michael L. King 


PAE MH PMOR HME Poe be eeu th lh he Ellis Armstrong 


LAO ARCH LORE ALS OB pei ble £044 | Marilyn R. Williams 


AA MLN Laat A hg SY oe a Brenda Page 
SPE EDEMA Re PEEAIE BREATH UE | Tanya Simmons 
ACER AU) 7) ae an ed ie ......Sabrina Patterson 
BE LAER OU A Be ter wee e eee ees... . Stephen Smith 


Hazel Watson 

La Tanya Moore 
Carolyn Jordan 
Verna Montgomery 
Evelyn Brown 
Eugene Lofton 
Kim Ellis 

Donna Rainbow 
Felecia Lyons 
Gregory Dewey 
Thaddeus Bennett 
Patrick Langston 


Advisor 
Dr. Ernest Mason 
Associate Professor of English 


Cover photography by Gregory Dewey 


.. Just a note. 


Within Ex Umbra | feel power. Power to create—power to expand 
your apperceptive masses, my fellow Eagle brothers and sisters, 
through the spirit that binds us together, “the spirit of the Eagle.” 

This year my staff and | have embarked on an adventure that, with 
your assistance, will ‘‘over-nest” the spirit with gratitude. 

We invite you to be You. For You are Us. We are You. Together we 
have the power to create. 

. . . the power to change. Together we are “The Spirit of the 
Eagle.” We invite you to join “The great unnesting.” 
**.. . Us—l love it.” 


within the Spirit 
Michael L. King 


Editor-in-chief 


Ex Umbra 


Sorry Hell ... No Sell 


Being a loser is no big shame, 
We all were lost before Christ came. 


He was born in a stable one cold night, 
That we His children, might see the light. 


He spoke words of truth during his life time, 
And never mumbled a word during his trial. 


They hung our savior on a tree, 


And marked His name disgracefully. 


Little did they know, with nails in His hands, 
That He was the source for peace in this land. 


Yes, our Lord-died, but He didn’t stay long, 


He’d been away preparing the place we call home. 


He’s conquered the nation with his undying love, 
And yet gives us joy, from up above. 


This is the victory that we all can tell, 
For his death and resurrection was saying, 


‘Sorry Hell ... No Sell’’ 


b.v. massey 
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Blackman 


A. Whitney Tinnin 


You are not the black minority but the chosen few 
Blackman the whole world is watching you 
Blackman BLACKMAN what will you do 

The system is out to destroy you 

Used to be they would throw you some crumbs 
But times are so hard now that that is no longer done 
Blackman this is not fake 

What you get from now on you have to take 

The ignorance of violence will never win 

I’m talking about destroying this monster from within 
Blackman not just part 

Go straight and destroy its wretched heart 

Don’t let it all go up in smoke 

Blackman save yourself before you choke 

You who have survived the abomination of slavery 
Go forth now in a spirit of bravery 

Blackman I must ask you 

WHAT WILL YOU DO 

The whole WORLD is watching you 

Wherever you go and whatever you do 

Remember these words I have shared with you 
You are NOT the black minority 

But GODS own chosen few 
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Little Boy 
To whom it may concern: 


I pray that all is well with you 

and those whom you love the same— 
This will be a very short letter 

for I wish to say only one thing. 


As I lie here dying, fighting the pain 
these words entered my mind— 
‘We could be so happy now, 

if we both had taken the time. ’’ 


I must admit that I adore you 
for you can yet stand tall— 


But it takes a woman of great courage 
to admit she’s had a fall. 


If only to you I’d never listened 

my life would be just fine— 

For you said ‘‘No one will ever know’’ 
but nine months is proof, you lied. 


You left me here all alone 

to bear this burden of shame— 

But when you heard I had a son, 
you wanted him to bear your name. 


So I gave to you my hand in marriage 

for the namesake of our child— 

‘Cause we needed you to show you cared 
but hon, where are you now. 


As I worked two jobs, day and night 
to put our little boy through school— 
I prayed that he wouldn’t be a bum 
or carry the name of a fool. 


b. v. massey 


“|. . we're coming out.” 4 


Our son, oh he’s a doctor now 

with a wife and child of his own— 

For I taught him the respect, you ne’er pledged 
yet still your name he carries on. | 


When you receive this letter my love, 
my life will be no more. 

But I forgive you for your wrong 
‘Cause I’m proud of our ‘‘Little Boy.’’ 


Love, 
your deceased wife 


Forever 


Charles D. Henderson 


How long is forever? 

Is it beyond the stars? 

Is it as long as infinity? 
Or ten times as far as Mars? 


Will forever ever get here? 
Or just keep fading away? 
Perhaps it will come tomorrow? 
Well, maybe some other day. 


What if forever does come? 
What should we expect? 
What things will forever bring us? 
Maybe yesterday ’s retrospect. 
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Long After the Slaughter 


As | fly over that continent, 
I see the Sahara Desert 
With its sand-dunes 

Of order and charm. 


I also believe fervently 

Hills and mountains 

To be there, still, to be there, 
Aloof and undisturbed. 


These sand-dunes and mountains 
Aloof and remote as they are, 

Still, stand on the spot, on the scene, 
Watching over the new changes. 


Long after the slaughter is over 

These mountains and hills shall still stand. 
Finally, breaking their long silence 

Giving us names of the partakers, dragons! 


We have made fools of ourselves 

For our past, like the mountains 

Look down upon our present, modern. 
Then scorns our ape-like games. 


We shall not all be uprooted 

Like weeds to be transplanted away. 
Surely, dreams, universality of man 
Haunts us; but our roots remain forever. 


Mountains, sounds of drums and the winds 
You who are messengers from ancestral spirits, 
Mountains, sound and winds, sound for me, 
Let me hear the messages from my grand sirs. 


G. Bumawu Fiawoo 
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Production and Consumption, Creation and Enjoyment, 
Ex Umbra and NCCU 
Ernest D. Mason 


Associate Professor of English 


Beside artistic creators, the most important class of persons having to do 
with works of art consists of those whom we may call the ‘‘aesthetic con- 
sumers.’’ They are the numerous persons who usually say little about works 
of art, but who, when forced to voice an opinion, are careful to preface it 
with the expression ‘‘I like,’’ ‘‘I dislike,’’ or ‘‘I don’t know about’’ this 
or that piece of work. They are the people who look at paintings or 
photographs, listen to jazz, rock or gospel, or go to concerts simply because 
they really get aesthetic feelings from such things. I feel sure that these 
aesthetic consumers represent all aspects of campus life at NCCU and con- 
stitute the public which really matters in the sight of Ex Umbra contributors. 
After all, plays are not produced merely for professors of drama, nor poems 
merely for professors of English, but for general lovers of drama and poetry. 
In short, the person who takes delight in aesthetic creations is the one who, 
with the artist, counts most of all persons who occupy themselves with 
works of art. 

As aesthetic consumers, readers of Ex Umbra should not allow 
themselves to be bluffed or awed by the impressive but often aesthetically 
unimportant learning of the so-called ‘‘experts.’’ The notion of an expert 
on human creativity stands in contradiction to the real functions of artistic 
creation, a function which must be based on the desire and hope that 
aesthetic enjoyment ceases to be the exclusive property of a few experts and 
becomes instead a profoundly human enjoyment. This enjoyment is not for- 
tuitous; it is essential for artistic production in as much as art is one of the 
most rewarding means which human beings possess to deepen their humani- 
ty. 
The present issue of Ex Umbra might be said to be dedicated to all lovers 
of art, poetry, beauty, and humanity, not in the sense that they should 
necessarily read it (although they necessarily should), but in the sense that it 
aims to show, among other things, how much more important than the 
dissecting critic is the true lover of artistic creativity. The vitality or produc- 
tivity of Ex Umbra depends upon aesthetic consumers at NCCU to a con- 
siderable extent. It depends upon their numbers, upon the vigor of their in- 
terest, and upon their support—hence the title ‘‘Production and Consump- 
tion, Creation and Enjoyment, Ex Umbra and NCCU.”’ 
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The Mind Search 
Shelia Smith 


I don’t know what’s goimg on... 
my mind is fraile. I try to figure 
life out, But many fears and frustrations 
stand in my way. 


Why won’t they move? You tell me. . . 
cause my mind is searching for its 
reinforcements. 


My mind constantly tells me to weap, 
which the tears show quite often . . . tears, 


Go away! Stop telling my story! My way of living! 


I’m hurt . . . yes terribly pained. The 
surroundings in which I operate, drive me to 
much unhappiness. Eyes open to the light, and 
water drowns the ray of light which tries 
to shine. 


People, nice and sincere, strive to 
comfort my pain, but my pain is like the 
piercing of a heart, never healing. What can 
heal my pain? Who can heal my pain? Is 
my pain really pain or is it guilt? 
You tell me, because, I’m a fallible human being 
trying to survive... . 


. . . Will I ever make it to the land of 
happiness or will I remain sad, frail-minded, 
and hurt. 
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Incident 
Jeff Campbell 


When I was 17 
In love I thought I was 
With a beautiful young lady 
With skin as soft as a dove 


My heart and money gladly I gave her 
When this she saw me do 

She used words of deceit 
And said she loved me too 


But her love was the funny kind 
The kind that made me think 
Why instead of going to the lake 

She wanted to go to the bank 


Why when I went to school 
I wrote her everyday 
But never would she write me 


(She had nothing to say) 


Why when I gave her a ring 
(Sure it was small just a bit) 

Still she smiled and said she loved me 
Yet I never saw her wear it 


She treated me so badly 
She even stole my pride 
On many a solemn occasions 


She made me wish I’d died 


I think about her often 
Of love that was a lie 

And even some of the good times 
Flash in my minds eye 


Abh, But that’s in the past 
And this much I vow 

I’ll never lose my heart again 
For I am 18 now. 
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Justice: Not Blind—Just Colorstruck 
Isaiah Singletary, Jr. 


Woman with the scales unveil your face, 

Your rhetoric’s no longer believed. 

They say you are blind but what a lie, 

Your eyes are selectively screened. 

From the crimes of most whites you shield your eyes, 
But the crimes of non-whites you chastise. 

Your prisons are filled with brothers galore, 

Your ‘‘Death Rows’’ are more of the same. 

You wink at the cops who bust up our heads, 

Or who spray us with smothering gas. 

Our mind’s eye can see what’s felt in your heart, 
You have never been blind—Just Colorstruck! 
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Silver Lady 
Milton G. Davis 


She has gray in her head but she is young at heart 
Her face shines with wisdom. She has done her part. 
She is tall and beautiful and fortyish in age 

I read from her life as her deeds turn the page. 

She is slim and shapely and oh so nice. 


She needn’t say a word, a smile will suffice. 

She likes to be young though I know she’s no baby 
I can’t call her name, I call her silver lady 

She reminds me of a woman I| knew sometimes ago. 


I never knew her name but I loved her so. 

She was the epitomy of hope, the epitomy of joy 
When she called out my name. | felt like her boy. 
I can’t remember all that she said. 

But I’ll never forget how she tucked me in bed. 
Sometimes we’d talk for hours on end. 

She knew all my fears, my enemies and my friends. 


So as | sit and I think of those times and those years. 
I want you silver lady to wipe away the tears. 

And whether you’re here, there, near, or far. 

I'll call you silver lady whoever you are. 
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Bitter 


I shouldn’t be bitter, 
I should be grateful for what I’ve got 


Grateful that I’ve come so far 

But I’m not. 

You stole me from where I originated 
And told me’ not to look back 

I should feel lucky you civilized me 
Since it was uncivilized to be black 

You treated me like an animal 

And told me it was my place 

I don’t know how I survived it 

It must have been God’s good grace 
You didn’t understand when | burnt your cities 
You said, ‘‘Something must be wrong’”’ 
I tried and tried to tell you 

I’ve been oppressed too long. 

Now this ain’t an angry poem 

It’s just a way to say 

‘Hell yeah, I’m bitter 

And I’m gonna stay that way! 
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Always 


A certain force stays with me 
Within and without 

Night and day 

Through thick and thin 
Through glory and defeat 


. . . Yesterday, Today, and Tomorrow. 


A Definition of Life 


Stages. . . 
Phases. . . 
Sequences. . . 
Actsio.<. 
Revolution. . . 
Evolution. . . 
Series. . . 
Parts. . . 
Beginnings. . . 
Endings. . . 
.Life. 
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Brenda Idell Page 


Brenda Idell Page 


Ex Umbra 


What am I, why am I here 
What can I do, am I a real 
Person to love and to touch, 
When sometimes my feelings 
Seem so mixed up. 

Sometimes I feel as if I 
Have no heart, sometimes I 
Feel I’m wrong from the 
Start, what am I, why am 
I here, what can I give 
Why do I live 

Maybe someday, maybe 
I’ll see, that I’m not you 
That I am me. 


My Brothers Aware 


My Brothers aware, for the sun shines through, 
Let yourselves no longer be fooled. 

Awake from your trance of the mind my friends, 
And never again be misused. 

Tell the charmer his powers to charm are dead 
And his good days fovever are gone. 

He no longer can show us his disrespect, 

Or expect us to live on our knees. 

The days of rape and abuse are long past 

And today we'll be viewed as strong men. 
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Jue 


I. Singletary, Jr. 
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To a Black Man 
Del-Mia Strickland 


No dear, 
It won’t be like that, 
and the reasons are so simple 
even you can understand. 


I am a woman, and being a woman, 

I respect myself for everything I am, 

in every sense of the word. I would not 
degrade myself as to enter a relationship 
as the past one’s you have terminated 
after receiving your ultimate satisfaction 


The things you expect of me, I would not 
begin to consider in a relationship where 
the feelings weren’t mutual. This is 

not what you want so. . . 


Your age, your looks, and even your 
conversation, all say that you are a 
man, but in my eyes baby, you’re far 
from the real thing. That is, from 
what I have seen and experienced, you 
aren’t man enough to handle the love 
and affection I have to give. 


So time passes on, and when it does 
you'll be back, and I’ll be there, 

ready and waiting to give you something 
you didn’t think could really exist— 


Tme Love... 
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Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow 
Kim Slade 


Yesterday— 

For so long I have adored your warm sneaky-sly smile 

For so long I have loved the kind, compassionate, warm and so very ex- 
tremely understanding person that you are 

For so long I have touched you, being held in your strong arms being loved 
by you. 

For so long you were mine, mine to hold, 

mine to love, mine and mine along. 


Today— 

What about today? 

Will you still love me when this is over or will our love be a marriage of 
heaven and hell 

Will our love die before it reaches the thermosphere—high above the clouds 
and ready to climax 

Will our two hearts stay as one, rich and red with love blood that beats 


through both bodies in a single rhythmic pace 


Tomorrow— 

Will there be a tomorrow 

A tomorrow for us 

If there is. . .this I promise: 

For you I will reach deep inside of me to empty all of this special love that is 
within and bestow it unto you 

I will let that love gush from my heart like the sticky oils from me cap- 
tivating you and you will be wealthy inside my love 

Therefore; you will find no need to want or love anyone else for I will be 
there as before, but somehow different. 

You ee emancipated my heart and soul and for that you have my erratic 
eternal. . . 


Love 


“... We're coming out.” 16 


You Are 
Darryl Devon Berry 


You are the fragment of my mind that keeps me going; 
You are the solution to all my problems; 

You are my wildest fantasy which has been sir-named 
a reality; 

You are you. 


As seconds go by you become a part of me and I of you; 
As minutes go by you begin too be a very vital 
tool towards my total existence; 
As hours go by we start to become one; 
As time has past I only have beautiful memories 
of you. 


You are the purpose which I have to live; 
You are the one and only lady of my life; 
You are priceless, Wanda 
Don’t let me down. 


When we are together I feel so mellow; 
Love me tonight, for tommorrow I am a past memory 
in your mind; 
When you whisper softly I feel so mellow; 
Love me now, for tomorrow I will reminisce on 
the past. 


You are the world to me, without you there is no world; 
You threw me in a state of ecstasy; 
You are an African queen with your golden brown skin; 


Royalty among your blood, my goddess! 


You are what you want to be; 

You were once mine, without you shall I live; 
You have deviated me from society; 

Don’t let me down. 


Time has arisen for us to say bye; 

Bye, a word with one meaning, comes after | love you; 
Time has taken over again, so nice humble lady; 

Yes, let me down easy. 
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Stand Up And Be Counted 


Today’s the first day of your new life 
You've eliminated those days of trouble and strife 
. . . So stand up and be counted 


You depended too much on the outside world 

But that was your biggest mistake 

All they wanted was for you to give and give 

In order for them to take 

So you cut a loose all the ties 

That hold you close to them 

. . . So that you can stand up . . . And be counted 


I’ve taken all that I can take 
And departed with the rest 
I’ve got to have peace of mind 
In order to achieve my best 


So you realize too late about sunshine friends 
And about all the: games they play 

But you can do without these ‘‘ 
And continue to live anyway 

. . . For you stood up for what you believed in. 


’ 


trips’’” 
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Realization 


The revolution is a spark 

A spark that will turn to flame 

As soon as you realize 

1968 and now are one and the same 

When you sit back and think 

About all the jobs you’ve missed 

That’s when you'll realize 

That racism still exists 

You can sit there, in your four cornered room 
And toke on a joint 

And say, ‘‘Look how far I’ve come.’ 
But that ain’t the point 

We still have much farther to go 
And many people just don’t see 

That equality among the races 

Is just fantasy 

We try to make this reality 

But the Bakkes come along 

And cut us off at the pass 

And the Ku Klux Klan are forming 
Again by the mass 

And good ole Jimmy Carter pardons Patty Hearst 
And leaves the Wilmington Ten 

Out in the cold 

And he even reprimanded Andy Young 

For being so bold 

So go on, and wait patiently 

For what the future has in store 

But the revolution is gonna start 

And much more violent than before. 


, 
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Young Love 
Milton G. Davis 


Silence yields to the sound of teardrops falling 

Soft tears steal slowly down my face 

Your hands touch me. Your tender voice soothes me and 
your smile warms me. 


The tears become laughter. The touch becomes 
a caress and young lips.confidently kiss away the 
tears. 


Playful laughter becomes quiet awareness. 
Searching hands touch waiting bodies. 
Hungry lips touch trembling lips 


Quiet awareness is broken by the sounds of 
hearts beating. Tender voices become low and 
soft. Touching becomes feeling and we become 
lovers. 
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The Love That Wasn’t 
Del-Mia Lynn Strickland 


From day one, an inner feeling, a comforting feeling, said that he was dif- 
ferent. He possessed certain qualities that would make any girl feel like a 
woman. A woman of the world. Qualities that every woman whats in a 
man... 


A warm, gentle kiss; 

A tender, loving caress; 

An everpresent—I love you—that was seen in a smile. But that unspoken I 
love you should not be taken for granted. It can so often be mistaken for a 
simple case of infactuation. And taking things for granted, 

Love, 

Can lead to the worst hurt of all. . . 


Remembering the vuneralbility, the innocence, the excitement and the feel- 


ing of security, comfort and a new love? 
From a man? 


It was then I found myself victim of a love 


Ex Umbra 21 


A Meaningful Love That We Share Together _. 
Felecia Lyons 
Its three in the morning 

And I really feel like moaning 

I desire a love, a special love 

That only you can give me 

A love that shines about the stars 

A love that burns worse than hell 

A meaningful love that we share 


Together 


You and I are examples 

Of a surviving love creation 
One that has traveled 

Through hardships of pain 

But through this pain 

Green a stronger love 

A meaningful love that we share 


Together 


I think of you at all times in the night 
Our life, dreams, and hopes. 

I think of the ways our love is expressed 
My love to you, Your love to me 

The love we share and feel 

It will not hurt to say once more 

‘I love you darling’’ Because we have 
A meaningful love that we share 


Together 
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To A Sophomore Boy: D. O. M. 


You’re never what you ought to be 
When you should, 

So how can you be what you want to be 
When you can? 


In the sight of the public 
You’re like a wild beast 
When the public is gone 
You’re the way you would like to be 
So why be hypocritical? 
Why be a fake? 
Just be yourself 
You’ll make less mistakes 
You tend to believe 
You’re admired as a man 
Wake up . . . . Sophomore Boy 
Your dream is over. 
You don’t take time 
To be cared for 
You don’t take time 
To be truly loved 
Physical love . . . . Sophomore Boy 
May be all you really know 
But mental emotional love 
You don’t appear to know what it means 
To even know how it feels 
You need to care about that one 
That you walk over with a smile 
You see, that’s the one that cares 
The one you hurt and took advantage of 
Until you’re what you ought to be 
When you should 
You'll never be what you want to be 
When you can 
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Room 


12B: 


From the slight opening where the door didn’t quite close, he was able to 
see everything that went on in the room. He tried to quell the spasm of fear 
growing in his body, tried to concentrate on what had to be done. He was 
being forced to do a cold—hearted and dastardly deed. He was being forced 
to clean out his room. Opening the door wider he saw the eighth wonder of 
the world, an indoor, food consuming, dirt spewing, talking germ harem. 
But to him it was—well, home. Swallowing the lump in his throat and 
blinking back the tears, he took a deep breath and forced himself into the 
room. 

First, he tried to pick up the clothes off of the floor but to his dismay they 
had sprung roots several winters ago and couldn’t be moved. Then he went 
for his old sneakers, to. his surprise they got up and ran for the bed. But the 
boy was too quick, he had already cut off their escape route but not before 
they had time to grab the bed post with their decaying although still strong 
shoe strings. No matter how hard he begged and pleaded with the sneakers 
they refused to give up. 

‘You know, I’m doing this for your own good,’’the boy pleaded. 

‘‘No, no! You don’t love us anymore,’’ the sneakers cried. ‘‘You just 
want to get rid of us so you can buy some of those fancy high—top Con- 
verses’s.”’ 

‘Yeah, that’s right. He just wants to get rid of us,’’ accused the green 
pants from his perch on the bureau drawer. 

‘“Why are you doing this to us? Haven’t we been good to you? We 
kept you company many a night when you were doing your homework, we 


even told you some of the answers,’’ cried one of the gym socks on the 
lamp. 
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‘‘No, it’s not that, you’ve been everything to me but mom said | 
couldn’t get a new drum if I didn’t clean out my room,”’ the boy said. 

‘Well, if you want to give up a friendship that has developed over the 
years, a love that has developed over the years, a love that has endured a 
thousand washings, a harmony that even a Hoover couldn’t destroy over a 
materialistic, simple, petty, little drum well go ahead we won’t stop you, ”’ 
said one of the sneakers. 

The others voiced their agreements. From every corner, crack, and 
crevice the clothes came. Some squirmed and some squiggled. Others walk- 
ed with pride to certain death at the hands of the washing machine. A 
chorus of ‘‘That Ring Around Your Collar Won’t Be There When I’m 
Gone’’ was sung. 

‘‘No, no don’t go! I couldn’t stand it if you all were to leave me. I'll 
give the drum up, only don’t leave me,’’ the boy pleaded. 

Realizing that he really needed them, the clothes took a quick poll, it was 
unanimous. They would remain as long as he needed them. 

‘‘Mom, | don’t really want that drum, now,’’ the boy told his mother. 

‘‘Why?’’ she questioned. 

Well, I’ve realized that friendship, love, and harmony is more important 
than just a drum,’’ he told her. 

Then turning with a look of great wisdom on his face, the boy left the 
house. 

‘‘T wonder what’s the matter with him. I think that he has been spending 
too much time in his room. Probably been talking to himself again; I bet, ’’ 
she said out loud. 

‘Yes, spending too much time alone. It will do it to you everytime. Im- 
againe talking to oneself,’ ’answered the gladiola on the kitchen table. 
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You’re Beautiful 
Jacqueline D. Ward 


You’re beautiful not because the color of your skin is. 
Not because the gleam of your eyes turn me on, 
But because you’re you. 


You’re beautiful because you’re mine. 

And I know nothing has ever been owned so divine. 
You’re the most beautiful person I’ll ever meet. 
And my love for you is so very strong and deep. 


You’re beautiful not because you’re strong. 
Although strength plays a great part in life. 
But because you’re you. 

And that my love is why our love is so true. 


You’re beautiful because you’re you. 
And please for our love, don’t ever make that untrue. 
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Now, will you listen? 


When will you hear the cries 

Of a people outraged? 

When buildings start burning 

And fists are waved? 

When rifles are firing 

No one will be saved. 

It’s coming down now 

And Miami’s a good place to start 
But where will it finish? 

Don’t watch cities being torn apart 
Violence is all you’ll be missin’ 
Now, will you listen? 


Tomorrow 


Yesterday’s presence no more exists; 
Today brings on its sorrow. 
Ahead we'll await a better day. 
For we always have tomorrow. 


26 


Cheryl Roberts 
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How Do I Forget and Forgive? 
Jeph 


How do I forget and forgive is the question, I ask, should I try to 
remember the love we shared, the precious moments of love that we dared. 
The times you carressed me and held me tight, the love that remained all 
through the night. 

The so many times you said you love me and that our love was real when 
now it seems your love I had to steal. You cry and say you love me so, and 
that your love will grow, and grow. But how do I forget and how do I 
forgive the things you did wrong. With me in your heart and her in your 
arms? 

Just how do I live with the things that you’ve done when I always 
thought I was the only one. 


Second Thoughts: A Poem in Three Parts 
Michael L. King 


Love—A Splendid Thing, 


Love—You most splendid and profound 
Thing of all times 


I long to grasp your unearthly body, 
And hold it close to mine. 


Love—Oh my Love, My Lovely Lady 
Know You don’t—How much I 
Long to Love you—To do you. 
To hold you, 


Ever anew. 
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Love—I can’t, 
You can’t, 
We can’t, ever imagine the worth, 
The warmth, 
The ecstasy of us loving 
One another 


Love—You most splendid and profound thing 
I’d love to love you, 
As I’ve loved no other being. 


Love—Oh my Love 
You most splendid and profound thing. . . 


Your Smile—The Sunny-Side~OF MY HEAVEN 


My Heaven—An immense sphere of love, 
of Pleasure, 
of Had 
of Has, 
of Wish, 
of Hope, 
of Dream—come true it will— 
For me to Love you!!! 

Your Smile—I hope—the sunny-side of 
my Heaven. 
me—I’ve dreamed of your smile. 
even I—I’ve kissed it unconsciously 


My Heaven— ‘Gate of confidence—left open 
In came—not sure—meaning of your smile 
wish I knew—true—as my feelings 
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Unity—If knew—I did—love without thought. 
Because love you—I have—unconsciously 
love—we two 


on—THE SUNNY-SIDE—OF MY HEAVEN. 


You and me—Loving 
Nothing but Loving 
In the Sun-Shine 

On the Sunny-Side. . 


Second Thoughts 


Before | wrote—The First 
Second thoughts—of our encounter—I had 
Stalked me—every night—they did 
I wondered often—should I 
Could I 
Would I 
Why -haven’t I 
Why? 


Never aanwansiver materialized—did they 
Continued to wonder, to wish—lI did 
Then—it happened 


The First was conceived... . . 

Though with your help , 

You—it was—that gave me 

The stimulus, 
To think, to organize, to write, 
To have written The First 


_ Afterwards—to think—of you 
My mind, my body, my nature 
_All—on you—they concentrated 
A second—then—it happened 
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The Second was conceived. . . 

Though again with your help. 

The beauty, the gracefulness of your being 
Your unconsciously radiating desire 

To be loved 

As for me to love you. 

This and more 

My love, my lady 

Enabled—The First, The Second—to be 
Conceived forthwith. 

And love—of you—I’m asking 

To set my mind free 

From this never-ceasing 


Chain of second thoughts 


Tell me my love 
What is 

What can be 

When can it materialize 


And most of all... 


rly 
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The Bully 
Milton G. Davis 


Milton was a rather small boy for a fifth grader. He looked forward to 
going to school every day. At least he did until today. This day he didn’t 
want to get out of bed. He oy there fully awake with his sheet pulled par- 
tially over his eyes. 

I wonder if God can help me he thought; mom will never understand. Oh 
why did he have to be born. He could just see Sherman and John laughing 
at him; and then what would his father say when he came home with grass 
stains on his clothes. Boy would he be mad. Yes this was a bad day for little 
Milton. This was one day that he wished he had never been born. 

Leon Russell was so big and mean, real mean. He had the same effect on 
Milton as the big burly German Shepard just down the street. Whenever 
Milton walked by him he growled and jumped as if he were daring him to 
make a wrong move. He was mean. He reminded Milton of Leon Russell. 

It had all begun so innocently. Miss Biddie Davis (she was such a nice 
lady always giving Milton presents and calling him sweetheart) sat up at her 
desk talking about long division and all of that interesting stuff. Milton lik- 
ed long division. All of the boys called him stuck up because he liked Miss 
Biddie Davis, but she just smiled at him. Milton liked to watch her long 
flowing dress as it traveled from side to side. She always wore such long 
dresses. Sometimes Milton would imagine that she didn’t have any shoes 
on, that her dress just went right on down to the floor. 

Anyway, on that day she sat up there at her desk so beautiful—so 
strong, and then it happened. Milton could see it before anyone else. Here 
it was as big as those ungodly beans that his mother tried to make him eat. 
It was about to fail. The whole class was laughing and Milton was mad. 
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‘All right, ok who threw that spitball?,’’ shouted Miss Biddie Davis. 
Milton was scared now. He had never seen Miss Davis like this before. She 
was glowing, her flowing dress now dashing from side to side. She rushed 
to and fro in the classroom. ‘‘I said who threw that paper?,’’ she shouted 
again. The class was quiet now. Milton no longer looked from side to side. 
He looked straight at Miss Biddie Davis. Without looking at Leon Russell 
he could hear his voice loud and clear—unfaltering; ‘‘Miss Biddie Davis | 
know who threw that spitball. Leon Russell threw that spitball at you Miss 
Davis.’’ 

There! it was done. Now he could stop holding his breath. He could 
move around. He could even look around at him if he wanted to but he only 
had eyes for fer. She was graceful again. She was her old self and he felt so 
good as she smiled sweetly down at him from her throne at the front of the 
classroom. 

Ring! Ring! Milton’s ecstasy was short-lived as the school bell signaled 
the end of another day. 

Slowly Milton got up, watching Miss Davis, his heroine, closely. He 
didn’t even see Leon Russell and Lovelace Hinton as they loudly made their 
way over to him. 

‘T am going to get you, Milton, you little runt. I am going to break your 
leg into little pieces, little Milton. You'll see.’’ 

So today, Milton lay in bed afraid to go to school or even get up. 

Then suddenly he had an idea. He’d tell Miss Biddie Davis. She was his 
heroine. She wouldn’t let anything happen. She would help him. He would 
be protected if only he could hide behind her dress tail. : 

With this in mind, he quickly jumped out of bed, took a bath, brushed 
his teeth and put on his favorite pair of trousers. He rushed through 
breakfast and ran to school. He wasn’t worried now. He had graceful, 
beautiful, and strong Miss Davis. 
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When he arrived at school nearly out of breath, he almost ran into her. It 
scared him. ‘‘Miss Davis.’’ he sputtered quickly, ‘‘Leon Russell says he is 
going to break my leg into little pieces. Miss Davis you won’t let anything 
happen to me will you.. Please don’t let Leon Russell get me Miss Biddie 
Davis.’ 

‘‘Hold on now young man,’’ Miss Biddie Davis glibly said in her oh so 
sweet voice. ‘‘What’s this about Leon Russell! Nobody’s going to break 
your leg. Now go in the classroom and sit down. We have to get started.’ 

Milton could hardly wait until 3 o’clock. He’d show Leon Russell. He 
was ok now. Milton was so excited that he didn’t learn any spelling or 
arithmetic that day. He just gazed hypnotically at his graceful sweet 
heroine. When the bell rang, he walked right up to Leon Russell and 
Lovelace Hinton calling his name. 

‘‘Where are you going, you scared runt? I promised to get you.’’ Milton 
began to run. He ran so fast that he dropped his pencil, but he didn’t have 
time to stop and pick it up. He nearly bumped into Mr. Washington, but he 
only had time to mumble a short apology. He had to find Miss Biddie 
Davis. 

He could see her in front of him after he had run for what seemed liked 

hours. ‘‘Miss Davis,’’ he cried, Leon Russell is going to beat me up!’”’ 
_ Miss Davis was mad now. She walked briskly over to Leon Russell. 
Milton could hear her screaming at Leon Russell. ‘‘Gee!’’ thought Milton, 
‘‘T didn’t think anyone talked to Leon Russell that way.’’ Milton couldn’t 
hear what was being said, but soon he could see big tears flowing from 
Leon Russell’s eyes. He had to stop this. He couldn’t stand to see Leon 
Russell cry. He hollered out before he even thought. ‘‘Leave my friend 
alone. Why did you make Leon Russell cry, Miss Biddie Davis ? You’re a 
bully, you’re picking on him, he didn’t do anything. ’’ Suddenly he ran over 
to Leon Russell. He no longer wanted to see Miss Biddie Davis any more, 
no more did he imagine that her dress went down forever and ever. 
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The Inner Me 
Hazel Watson 


I’m feeling alone, so many things I keep 
inside, afraid to confide in anyone 
because they can’t really understand 

my feeling, I can only depend on 

The Inner Me 


The longer I keep these things inside 
of me, the farther away I'll be 
drawn from others, Maybe they want 
to help me, I don’t know 

I can only depend on The Inner Me 


At times I want to talk, I want to tell 
someone all of my problems and fears 
all of my sad thoughts, all of my happy 
thoughts, but I always back away, I 

can only depend on the Inner Me 


Suppose one day I can’t depend on 

the inner me any longer? Will you 

try to be my friend? Will you be patient 
and try to understand me, or will 

you shake your head and walk away? 


What will you do? 
What will I do? 
When there ’ll no longer be 


an Inner Me? 
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Creation Of Love 


A glance, a peak, a stare 
A thought, a closeness, a uniting 
of thoughts, ideas, goals— 

the creation of love. 


A desire, a need, a dependence 
An addition of more desirable 
traits, a substraction of less 
desirable traits— 

the creation of love. 


A sharing, a caring, a concern 
A responsibility, a respect 
A note in a voice 
A song in heart— 
the creation of love. 


A sense of hope 
A sense of joy 
An uncertain step into 
something new, something 
mysteriously inviting 
Something hopefully 
everlasting — 

the creation of love. 
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A Request 
Deon, 
So you asked me for 
arequest... 
and what came to my mind 
I knew 


I could not have; 
to give in return . . 
Not because I did not want to give 
No! 
At that moment, 
Perhaps myself was what 
I wanted most 
to give. 
And yet 
I realized that 
that part of me, 
well, I guess 
all of me 
has already been given, 
for life, 
for love, 
in gratitude, 
to a man who has done 
more for me than anyone 
in my life. 
And who’s to say 
You could not have done 


the same... 


But I met you 
later, 
my beautiful friend . . . 
too late 
for love, 
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as I would wish to give you 
love; 
but not to late 
to be my friend 
if I can just 
look beyond 
the beauty 
that is all of you, 
the kindness 
_ that is one with you, 
the curiosity of your being 
that fascinates me, 
if | can overcome 
the desire that teases 
my faithfulness, 
if then, 
this is my request: 
To be my friend; 
to laugh with me 
when I| am sad, 
to talk with me 
when I am lonely, 
to eat with me 
when I am hungry, 
to share with me 
when I am happy, 
to know that 
I am giving 


all 


I can give without 
being unable to live with 

myself. 

And so 
when summer comes and speaks 

to us 
of heat 
and sweat 
and empty moments 
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and restless thoughts; 
come with me, 
if you can, 
for ice cream, 
for conversation, 
for time well-spent 
and loneliness 
set aside; 
talk to me, 
with me 
that I might feel 
someone is listening; 
Just be my friend, 
Deon, 
Someone 
to get together with 
Sometimes; 
when time has past and I 
must leave, 
I will give 
the smallest fraction of 
myself 
that I can give 
without regret 
and well— 
just wait 
and see; 
something so much more than 
store-bought, 
something less than 
you might wish; 
and you can 
keep it 
deep inside, 
forever... 
a simple memory, 
an eternal friend. . . 
My request, 


fornow .. . forever. 
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] 
know 
that 
you re 
the 
right 
one: 
for 

me 

to’ 
love 
and 
give 
myself 
to 
completely 
with 
no 
second 


thoughts 


what so ever, 


but 
do 
you 
a 


Thought For The Day 
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Wrong Reason 
Merrit Malloy 


It is not always the absence of love 
That makes me seem alone. 

Often its been too much love 
Given to me by the wrong people 
For the wrong reason 

That keeps me here, 

Gladly alone, 

Rather than have the life sucked 
Out if me by the violent needs 

Of other minds and bodies. 


That does not mean 

That I’m not grateful. 
But I am sad. 
Not to be able to put my arms 
around those who truly loved me 
And give them something more 
Than polite indifference. 

Oh, how I tried 

I think they should know 

I tried. 
And I choose to be alone 
Rather than wrapped in arms 
I could never need. 
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I Don’t Cry Antmore; But... 


Do you remember when you used to cry as a child? 
I’m talking about the eye-watering, nose-running, 
mouth-wide-open type of crying; 
You know, when your mother used to beat the hell 
out of you for bothering her while she was 
on the phone, or maybe even when you went to 
a grocery store, screaming down every ailse, 
‘‘Mama, I want this,’’ ‘‘Mama, I want that.’’ 
And the only thing you did get was a promise that 
you’d really get it when you got home... 
and you better believe that you got it, too. 
Well, around the age of ten or eleven, 
I decided that I would no longer cry; 
I swore to myself that I would never cry agains 
And to this very day, I haven’t yet. 
Oh, I still got the beatings, don’t let me mislead 
you...but a tear was never shed. 


I felt that I was emotionally—strong, able to handle 
any and all hurts. 

I remember this friend of mine; we were close, I 
mean real close to each other, almost like 
brothers; 

I believe I loved him. 


Anyway, my best friend was killed in a car accident. 


I couldn’t believe it; I couldn’t accept it, and 
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I certainly couldn’t cope with it. 

I was hurt; it was like a sting that just lingers on 
forever and ever. 

At the funeral, everyone was crying: his mother, 
his brother, his girlfriend, and all his other 
friends. 

I mean everybody was crying...everybody except me; 

I wanted to cry, but I just couldn’t; I tried hard 
to cry, but still not a tear was shed. 

I felt guilty, because I had become too strong— 
too strong to cry for my best friend... DAWN! 

And then you came into my life; 

You with your cute and pretty and sexy self; 

You who picked me up when I was down, 

You who made things right when they were wrong; 

You who loved me for wHo I was, not who you wanted 
me to be. And I loved you for that. 

But now things have changed: 

You bring me down when I’m up, 

You make the wrong things, more wrong, 

And now, you want me to be someone that I’m not; 

You’ve got to come back girl; 

Come back to me, and back to yourself, 

I know that I said I don’t cry anymore, but 
maybe it’s about that time. 

Because I’m afraid...I’m afraid of losing you; 
and without you there is no me. 

I don’t cry anymore; but... 
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Image 


Marilyn Williams 


Though our relationship has ceased; 

The memories of your warm tender 
touch have increased, 

Time and time again, I’ve tried to place 
you in back of my mind , 

But that doesn’t matter, because soon, 

you'll find your place in my heart, it’s 
just a matter of time. 


I’ve distroyed your pictures by fire, 

But that didn’t end my desire, 

So what in the hell am I to do; 

For I still miss you and I can’t 
hide it, I still love you too! 
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Black Woman 
Go on, Black Woman 
With your sixty thousand dollar job 
And your fifty thousand dollar wardrobe 
But keep your family 
Make those trips to those out-of-sight places 
Seeing new things and many new faces 
But keep your family 
Keep the white man happy 
By letting him think he’s killing two birds 
With one job 
Don’t let the man know that you can see 
Right through his master plan 
Trying to keep your man a boy 
Keep your family Black Woman 
‘Cause your man is the basis of your strength 
And your children are proof of your strength. 
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I Love You Mama 
Felecia Lyons 


You raised me from a baby 

And from you I was not conceived 

But you . . . You are Mama 

In every meaning of the word 

Through times of sickness you watched me close 
Through times of tears you were opened armed 
Even though I get a lecture 

When all I want is sympathy 

During sickness, tears and all 

You dedicate yourself which makes your love known 
I love you Mama 


Whatever I needed 

You sacraficed yourself 

And gave it to me 

Whatever I wanted and didn’t need 

You gave it to me just the same. 

If all the things you sacraficed for me I could give 
Mama .. . I truly would. 

And eventhough I’m older 

You still give to me 

I love you Mama. 


The personal things 

That girls should know 

You didn’t keep them from me 

Because you wanted me to know 

Thank you, thank you, and thank you again 
It’s all from your heart 

And love that within 

I love you Mama 
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I’m traveling a road of womanhood 

And I can’t understand your Motherhood 
I’m older now but still I’m a child 

For knowledge is good, but. . . 
Experience is best. 

I try to please you the best that I can 

To make you feel as a proud Black Woman 
My Father in heaven I’ve asked Him you see 
To give me understanding 

Of what you’ve been trying to say to me. 
Above all... 

I love you Mama 


Please, please be patient with me. 
I’m fighting, I’m rebelling 

To be me only me 

I’m trying really hard 

To understand you 

Is it so hard to understand me? 
Quite often I feel so alone 

No one to talk to 

Nowhere to moan 

So I keep my emotions deep inside 
And loudly in pressure and tension I groan. 
Just understand and really know that 
I love you Mama. 


I love you Mama 

In spite of all 

I needed you in the past 

I need you during the present 

And I'll need you in the future 

Thank you, thank you, and thank you again 
You’ve got to know that 

I really do love you Mama. 
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